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Wanda Begs To Be Pillaged 


ell, it’s been almost two months now, and 
Wanda Bodine is thoroughly depressed. 
She can’t get anybody to loot her beauty parlor. 
She was really counting on the money. The first 
night they burned down El Lay, she drove down to 
the Le Bodine Personal Grooming Salon, which is 
located in a trailer house on the Grapevine Highway, 
and she left the door ajar and the lights on so you 
could see all the hair dryers and shampoo sinks from 
the street. She called me from a pay phone. 
“Do you think I should stay out here on the road 
with a flashlight and wave people into the parking 











In Liquid Dreams, they call this scientific resea 


INSIDE : Lesbo Catfight! Nina Hartley! Ria Coyne! Joe Bob Confesses! 


lot?” 

And I said, “Wanda, what the heck are you 
doing?” 

And she said, “Business has been really bad. You 
know, the depressed economy and everything.” 

And I said, “I thought everything was better, 
ever since you introduced the Ivana Trump Dirty- 
Hair Topknot Tease Job for 50-year-old career 
women.” 

And she said, “Yeah, that helped a little bit. But 
then a woman named Clara Wilcox went to a wed- 
ding and set her hair on fire with a Tiki lamp.” 






rch. (Don’t tell the J apane 
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The auditions in Liquid Dreams are the best part. 


“What the heck is a Tiki lamp?” I asked her. 

And she said, “It was a Hawaiian theme wed- 
ding. It’s really too long a story to go into right now, 
Joe Bob, when I’m standing here waiting for some- 
body to burn down my beauty parlor.” 

“So why are you calling me up?” 

“IT want your advice on whether I should stay 
here and give people directions on how to loot the 
place, or whether I should just go on home and hope 
for the worst.” 

“I don’t know, Wanda. My guess would be you 
have a better chance of attracting efficient looters if 
the owner is not standing there watching em while 
they loot.” 

“T’m not so sure, Joe Bob. I’ve been watching on 
TV. They seem to like people watching. Do you think 
you could bring over some TV cameras?” | 

“Wanda, I’m not bringing any TV cameras over 
to a place where there’s potential looting and arson. 
You've gotta be a network to do that.” 

“Oh. Well. I guess I'll go on home then.” 

“T think that would be a good idea.” 

So Wanda went home that night, but not before 
she erected a huge poster-board sign that she’d 
written on in orange Magic Marker. It said,“This 
beauty salon hasn't been looted yet. Also, it’s owned 
by awful people who should be looted and burned 
out.” 

She showed it to me later. “Subtle,” I told her. 

But here’s the amazing thing: it still didn’t work. 
She went back to Le Bodine the next morning, and 
everything was just exactly the way she left it. And 
she still didn’t give up. The next night she left three 
crates full of matches out by the highway. The night 
after that, she put giant containers of kerosene just 
inside the front door. Finally, she was offering “Free 





Home Delivery” for any- 
body who couldn’t carry 
out the larger beau- 
tician’s appliances. 

“IT wasjust concerned 
® for the elderly people 
= whomightnot otherwise 
| beable to loot,” she said. 

And after three 

weeks of leaving the 
place open every night, 
she installed handi- 
capped ramps. 
- “Maybe they would 
, like to loot it,” she said. 
= 3 But there was some- 
thing about the place 
Mi that nobody wanted. 
Nobody. It was just not 
enough of a challenge. 
There was no real sport 
init. And after you looted 
Le Bodine, what would 
you really have? A couple chairs with steel helmets 
on em. It was depressing. 
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Wanda got so sad she was suicidal. 

“It’s sort of like my whole life is a sham,” she told 
me. “When they don’t even think you're worth loot- 
ing, what do you have to live for?” 

“T can’t answer that, hon.” 

She really got to me. I got depressed, too. I 
started worrying about her. She wouldn't eat. She 
wouldn’t talk. She just stared into space. 

So one night I did 
it. lwentin there and 
cleaned the place out. 
Don't tell ‘her, 
though. For God’s 
sake, don’t tell her. I 
want her to think she 
was looted honestly, 
by strangers. She’s 
happy now. She’s 
peaceful. She’s con- 
tented. Maybe in a 
few years, when she’s 
a little more mature, 
Pll tell her the real 
story. 

Anybody need 
any three-gallonjugs 
of Clairol condi- 
tioner? 

Speaking of 
people with a few 
brain cells missing, 
Liquid Dreams is a 
great new flick about 
a high-rise where 
they get women all 
erotically juiced upin 
topless bars and then 
siphon endorphins 
out of their brains so 
they can bottle em as 
“peak experience” sex 
drugs. Unfortunate- 
ly, some people have 
to die so that we can 
have the sex drugs of 
the future. 

Candice Daly 
plays a blond from Kansas who shows up one day 
trying to find her sister, only to discover her dead 
body in a bathtub with giant “extraction marks” in 
her neck. What’s a girl to do, except get ajob as a “taxi 
dancer” (girls who dance with lonely guys for money) 
in the same building? Meanwhile, the sultry exotic 
dancer Frankie Thorn befriends her and explains 
the rules of life here at Neuro-Vid, where they sell 
weird-sex videos to the Japanese—mainly, if you 
wanna get ahead and make your way to the pent- 
house, you've got to do what they say. And what’s in 
the penthouse? 





Candace Daly is forced to work her way up in the 
world’s most high-tech topless-bar emporium to find 
out who killed her sister. 


The Ritual. 

You don’t wanna know. 

Or maybe you do. 

This movie is kind of like Total Recall, but 
without the exploding outer-space special effects, 
and with much sleazier guys running the mind- 
control operation. It’s the movie that asks the ques- 
tion, “If men ran the world, and they could do 

anything they want- 
ed with the women, 
do you think they 
would...” 

And the answer, 
of course, is “Yes.” 
They would. 

Six breasts. E- 
leven dead bodies. 
Hypo to the fore- 
head. Multiple aard- 
varking. Great spe- 
cial effects that 
make the whole 
movie like being in- 
side a combination of 
Disneyland, Leaven- 
worth, and Geno’s 
Topless. Kung Fu. 
Video Fu. Sex Fu. 

' Topless Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award 
nominations for 
Tracey Walter, as 
the nervous stutter- 
ing Neuro-Vid em- 
ployee, who says 
“She must have vio- 
lated the program’; 
Candice Daly, as the 
reluctant erotic 
dancer, for saying 
“lm not going any- 
where until I find out 
who killed my sis- 
ter”; Paul Bartel, as 
Angel the geek, for 
saying “I love girls 
with necks like 

yours’; Mink Stole, as the sex-video director who 
uses “brain lubricants” to create “freedom from the 
flesh”; Juan Fernandez, as Juno the geek “keeper” of 
the dancers, for saying “Don’t hold back—make this 
your hottest performance ever”; Barry Dennen, as 

“The Major,” who controls all the Neuro-Vids and 

says “You hate this place because you think it’s a 

cesspool!”; Frankie Thorn, who becomes an over- 
sexed zombie sex performer, for saying “It was like 
this big feast, and I was the main course”; Richard 

Steinmetz, as the sex-addicted cop, for saying “When 

I want your advice, I’ll scrape it off the sidewalk”; 


and Mark Manos, a first-time director, for doing it 
the drive-in way. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Paul Bartel plays the ultimate weirdo sex geek. 


$$}, Free Junk YY 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person henotices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Books 

A New Eden by Robert P. Howard, Consumer Report’s The 
New Medicine Show, Fodor’s New York State, The Nightmares on 
Elm Street, None of Your Lip, Andy Capp!, The Odyssey File by 
Arthur C. Clark, The Old Farmer’s Almanac (1988) by Robert 
B.Thomas, One Hundred Years of Solitude by Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez, The Other Side of Midnight by Sidney Sheldon, Patron 
Democracy by Fernando Pinon, The People’s Pharmacy, by Joe 
Graedon,A Perfect Spy by LeCarre, The Pirate by Harold Robbins, 
Practical Demonkeeping by Christopher Moore, Privileged Lives, 
by Edward Stewart, Queen of Darkness by Harry Preston, Rating 
the Movie Stars, The Red Badge of Courage by Stephan Crane, The 
Red and the Black by Stendhal, Reflex Massage by Kurt Donsbach, 
M.D., The Rhinemann Exchange by Robert Ludlum, The Rise of 
Sunbelt Cities, Road Kill Cookbook by B.R. “Buck” Peterson, Run, 
Bullet, Run by Bob Hayes with Robert Pack, Frommer’s Guide to 
San Francisco, Screenplay: The Foundations of Screenwriting by 
Syd Field, The Screenwriter’s Workbook by Syd Field. 


Joe Bob Can’t Wait For... 


Don’t Call Me Bugsy: Documentary on the Jewish mobster 
who invented Las Vegas, told through archival footage and 
interviews with his contemporaries, including Rose Marie of The 
Dick Van Dyke Show, who met Bugsy when she was the opening 
night attraction at his hotel, The Flamingo; Louis Weiner, 
Siegel’s lawyer; and authors Tim Powers, Andy Edmonds and 
Max Collins. The archival footage shows him in Hollywood with 
George Raft, Gary Cooper, Jean Harlow and others. Pro- 
duced by Greg Newman. MPI. $19.98. June 30. 

A Conversation with Ross Perot: Billed as “the most complete 
interview ever given,” this seventy-five-minute conversation be- 
tween the millionaire presidential candidate and producer/direc- 
tor Sue Ann Taylor was rushed into release when Perot’s 
candidacy took off in May. MPI. $19.98. July 1. 

The ‘Rodney King’ Case: What the Jury Saw in California v. 
Powell: Two hours of courtroom highlights from the trial that 
ignited bloody riots in Los Angeles, using footage first broadcast 
on Court TV and telecast as part of the “Prime Time Trial Story” 
series, hosted by Court TV managing editor Fred Graham. (The 
actual trial was 150 hours.) MPI. $24.98. July 1. 

Final Approach: Sci-fi thriller starring James B. Sikking as 
an Air Force test pilot who completes a series of secret supersonic 
flights, only to find himself in a weird time warp with a face he 
doesn’t recognize and a mind he can’t control, being questioned by 
shady psychiatrist Hector Elizondo and undermined by myste- 
rious general Kevin McCarthy. One of the first digital audio 
motion pictures made. Vidmark. $92.95. July 8. 

Great Olympic Confrontations: Olympics highlight video 
featuring closely-matched competitions like the 1972 American/ 
Soviet men’s basketball duel, the battle between American figure 
skater Debi Thomas and Germany’s Katarina Witt in 1988, and 
the showdown between Carl Lewis and Ben Johnson in the 100 
meters. HBO. $19.98. July 8. 

The Hand That Rocks the Cradle: Video release of last year’s 
sleeper box-office hit, a suspense thriller starring Rebecca De 
Mornay as asinister nanny worming her way into the confidence 
of a family. Also starring Annabelle Sciorra, Ernie Hudson. 
Hollywood Pictures. $94.95. July 8. 

Lust For Freedom: Women-in-prison flick starring Melanie 
Collas an innocent victim wrongly imprisoned, beaten, molested, 
stripped of her dignity—until the end when she takes the law into 
her own hands. Also starring William J. Kulzer. AIP. $89.95. 


July 8. 

Record Breakers of the Olympic Games: Olympics historical 
highlight film featuring world records—like Bob Beamon win- 
ning the long jump in 1968 by more than a foot over the previous 
record, Eric Heiden smashing the 10,000-meter speed skating 
record to win a fifth gold metal, and the amazing Czech runner 
Emil Zatopek, who entered three grueling events at Helsinki 
and set Olympic records in all three. HBO. $19.98. July 8. 

Savage Instinct: Originally released as They Call Me Macho 
Woman, this feminist action flick stars Debra Sweaney as a kung 
fu honey who stumbles across an underground drug ring and ends 
up being chased through the woods by deranged geeks for the rest 
of the movie. Also starring Brian Oldfield, the Olympic shot- 
putter. AIP. $89.95. July 8. 

The Silk Road: Chinese-Japanese epic, set in the 11th cen- 
tury, with a cast of thousands, about a young scholar who is 
impressed into military service and has a doomed romance with 
a warrior princess. Based on a prize-winning novel called Dun 
Huang, which was inspired by the archeological discovery of the 
Thousand Buddha Caves in the Gobi Desert area of China. 
Starring Koichi Sato, Toshiyuki Nishida. Vidmark. $89.95. 
July 8. 

USA! USA! USA!: Olympic history highlight film featuring 
footage of Jim Thorpe winning the 1912 decathlon and pentath- 
lon, Mary Lou Retton’s string of perfect “10s” in gymnastics, and 
the famous American hockey victory over the Russians in 1980 at 
Lake Placid. HBO. $19.98. July 8. 

True Identity: Comedy based on a Saturday Night Live skit, 
starring Lenny Henry as a fast-talking actor entrusted with the 
deepest secrets of a billionaire businessman (Frank Langella), 
then forced to disguse himself with a serious of fake identities. 
Hollywood Pictures. $94.95. July 15. 

Universal Soldier: Action thriller starring Jean-Claude 
Van Damme and Dolph Lundgren in the story of a top-secret 
government project to create the perfect android warrior, and 
what happens when two of the soldiers revert to their past selves 
and slip out of control. Tri-Star. Mid-July (theatrical). 

Acceptable Risks: Thriller about toxic disaster, starring Brian 
Dennehy as a chemical plant manager ordered to cut costs and 
make his plant less safe, and Cicely Tyson as a city manager 
trying to stop a new development that threatens the town with 
chemical meltdown. ABC. $79.95. July 16. 
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Noted feminist Charlene Tilton straightens things out for us... 


Lesbos of the World, Unite! 


n case you haven’t been following the latest 

Feminist debates, lemme kind of sum it up for 
you here: 

First Sally Quinn, the Washington Post colum- 
nist best known for being the shortest-lived hostess 
in the history of The Today Show, writes a column 
called “Who Killed Feminism?” 

Sally’s answer: Lesbos killed feminism. A bunch 
of national leaders have been turning lesbo and 
refusing to shave their armpits. (Before you start, 
lemme point out that Sally is saying this. Not me. 
Sally.) 

Next thing, Patricia Ire- 
land, president of the National 
Organization for Women, gets 
royally hacked off, because 
she’s the one who said she had 
a “love relationship with a 
woman” but she didn’t see any 
reason to give it up, and nei- 
ther did her husband. (A per- 
sonal aside here: I think we’ve 
reached a new level in the “sen- 
sitive male.” Pretty soon these 
cuys ll start having surgery so 
they can become actual wet- 
nurses.) 

Anyhow, Patricia basically 
called Sally a bimbo. 

Then Donna Minkowitz, a 
reporter for The Advocate ho- 
mosexual paper, called Sally a 
“homophobe.” 

(I have a question here. 
Itll just take a minute and 
then we'll get back to our story. 
Doesn’t “homophobe” mean 
“fear of homosexuals”? Why 
are they always calling people 
“homophobes”? I don’t think 
there are many people who 
actually fear homosexuals. Except me, of course. I 
may actually be a homophobe, ever since I was 
traumatized by lesbian picketers the last time I did 
a show in San Francisco. I was afraid they were 
gonna beat the crap out of me. But that’s not what 
these people are usually talking about. Don’t they 
really mean hatred of gay people? So why do they 
always think it’s fear? Or do they mean that it’s 
people who are afraid that they're gay themselves? 
If you know the answer to this, write in and tell me. 
Okay, back to our story.) 

So Donna says you can’t call being a lesbo a 


“negative condition,” and Sally is an airhead. 

Okay, here’s my favorite part. Next, Gloria 
Steinem herself called Sally “a water bug on the 
surface of life,” and demanded an apology. 

Then there was Susan Faludi. You know the one 
on the cover of Time magazine who looks like a 
Manson cult member? The one who wrote the book 
Backlash: The Undeclared War Against American 
Women? She called Sally “nauseating.” (She didn’t 
specify whether she actually threw up, but [’m 
looking back at that Time cover, and, yes, I believe 





A first in the history of world cinema—a school bus successfully 
flipped and exploded in the sensitive drama Center of the Web. 


she did.) 

And then Susan said the bitchiest thing of all! 
This was worthy of Joan Collins on Dynasty: 

“Who is [Sally Quinn] to be commenting on 
feminism? Where has she been all these years dur- 
ing the struggle for woman’s rights? She’s just been 
sailing along on the coattails of her husband.” 

Oooooo000000000. Low blow! (Sally is married to 
Ben Bradlee, retired editor of the Washington Post.) 

Next thing you know, everybody who’s ever been 
called a “feminist leader,” lesbo or non-lesbo, is 
weighing in with opinions. The fur is flying, the 


Pe oe sipB Bis 


Ubiquitous drive-in stars Tony Curtis and Cha 
discuss career moves. 
feathers are ruffling, and the fertilizer is hitting the 
proverbial fan. So I feel it’s time for me to step in: 

Ladies! Stop it this minute! 

All right. Let’s be dignified about this. The issue 
is very simple. 

Can a woman be a lesbo and still do a great job as 
the leader of NOW? 

Let’s look at it logically. Who belongs to NOW? 








lene Tilton 


Bo Hopkins expresses his opinion of the script. 


Three million women and 40,000 men. 

What kind of men are they? 

Ex-husband types, complete with 
Hush Puppies. 

What’s a woman to do? 

Of course it’s okay. 

I defend the right of all women to do 
any disgusting thing with their bodies 
they want to. After all, this is America. 

So get used to it, Sally. 

And speaking of pillars of the femi- 
nist movement, Charlene Tilton is back! 
This week’s movie, Center of the Web, is 
the second Charlene Tilton flick in two 
months, and this time she plays a tough 
assistant district attorney—well, at least 
as tough as Charlene can be—who finds 
out her acting-teacher boyfriend, Ted 
Prior, has been kidnapped by hoods due 
to a mistaken identity and almost assas- 
sinated, only now the hoods think he’s a 
hitman from Detroit, and so he’s re- 
cruited as a secret government agent by 
Robert Davi, meanest man in the movies, 
to play along with the hoods and try to 
find out who’s trying to assassinate the governor, 
only when the governor is assassinated, Ted Prior is 
framed for it, and then Charlene starts to realize 
that maybe Ted really is a government agent, and 
he’s not being forced to do this, and . . . I forgot. 

All I know is we got a whole heck of a lot of motor 
vehicle chases, including the first-ever stunt featur- 
ing a school bus that flips over in mid-air and bursts 









into flames. (Do stuntmen 
ever say, “What is my moti- 
vation for bursting into 
flames?”) 

And the big-name villain 
in this movie is... would you 
like to guess? What big-name 
star makes more drive-in 
movies as the bad guy than 
Chuck Connors? 

That’s right. 

We've got Tony Curtis Fu. 

Pretty decent thriller, if 
you forget that the plot makes 
absolutely no sense. Other 
than that, it’s great. 

Eleven dead bodies. No 
breasts. Three motor vehicle 
chases, with two crash and 
burns, one exploding school 
bus. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Ted 
Prior, as the acting teacher 
turned government agent, for 
saying “If I was that good of 
an actor, I wouldn’t be teach- 
ing to make a living”; Tony 
Curtis, as Mr. Big, for saying 
“Catherine, it’s only a game—it’s just a game”; and 
Charlene Tilton, as the spunky little prosecutor, for 
saying “I care about you—I really do—will I ever see 
you again?” (The answer is, “Probably not.”) 

Two stars. 






Charles Napier expresses his opinion of the 
script. 


Ted Prior expresses his opinion of the script. 





Victory over Communism! 


The Belmont Drive-In, on McAdenville Road 
in Belmont, North Carolina, after years of 
struggle, is having its best season ever under the 
management of Peggy and Bill Lawing. A recent 
Saturday was sold out, so that 150 cars were 
turned away, and the owners of ten cars chose to 
park on the highway and sit on the grass. During 
a pouring rain Friday night, they still had ninety- 
one cars. They still have a playground big enough 
to play soccer on. Rank Thomas of Salisbury, 
North Carolina, Pete Nelson of Morganton, North 
Carolina, and Dean Williams of Boone, North 
Carolina, remind us that, with eternal vigilance, 
the drive-in will never die. 


WATW Display Advertising Rates 


Have we got a deal for you! If you purchase any two-deal ad, 
you will get the third one at half the price. Soin other words, if 
you purchase a 1/4 page ad, the cost will be $415.63, making that 
$138.54 for each ad. 


1/8 page/two issues - $165.50 
1/4 page/two issues - $332.50 
1/2 page/two issues - $617.50 
Or, $75 per column inch 


Alladvertising must be paid in fullin advance. All checks, money 
orders and cashier’s checks are to be made payable to “We Are 
the Weird.” The deadline is every Monday for the issue dated 
four weeks later. To reserve your space or request additional 
information, write Mary Koon, We Arethe Weird, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 





he ultimate nerd 

fantasy of the 
nineties is not to be a 
Star Trek cast mem- 
ber (that’s the seven- 
ties), not to marry 
Linnea Quigley 
(that’s the eighties). It 
is, of course, to become 
the world’s greatest 
special-effects horror 
makeup artist, like 
Tom Savini. Go to 
any horror or fantasy 
convention, and see 
how many companies are selling horror makeup, 
complete with tricked-up cadavers and prosthetic 
masks full of gouges, pock marks, leathery zombie 
skin and caked blood. And now we have the first 
special-effects horror 
makeup comedian: 
Armando Creeper 
and “Mother.” Arman- 
do Creeper is a guy 
made up as a zombie 
(it’s actually Andy 
Neal of Valley Cen- 
ter, California), and 
“Mother” is his rotting- 
skeleton ventrilo- 
quist’s dummy. Andy 
has had a lot of recent 
success with this, do- 
ing talk shows, host- 
ing weird videos, and 
working conventions, 
benefits, and theme 
parks. You can catch 
his stand-up act, by 
the way, at The Im- 
prov in La Jolla, Cali- 
fornia, and Ripples 
Comedy Club in Long 
Beach. 


€ 

Nina Hartley, 
the only porn star who 
is also a registered 
nurse (we're sure it 
comes in handy on the set), sent us info on her fan 
club. Listen to what you get for twenty bucks: a nude 
autographed photo, a complete filmography of all 
Nina’s flicks, “sexy biographical information,” a quar- 
terly newsletter listing all Nina’s club dates (she 
appears at places like Caligula XXI, the famous 
Dallas topless bar), and accounts of her private life as 
a swinger. Who could resist? Send your name and 
address and an age statement, certifying that you 
are over 21 years old and want adult material sent to 
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underground, Ehe counter-cul€ture, 
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places where 


That’s Armando on the right. 


you, and $20 to: The 
Nina Hartley Fan 
Club, 1442A Walnut 
St. #242, Berkeley, CA 
94709. 
€ 

Juanita’s Eat Itor 
Wear It Cookbook has 
the kind of recipes 
normally found only 
in the demonic imagi- 
nations of Joe Bob’s 
ex-wives—things like 
“Methodist Roast 
Chicken,” “Cabbage 
Weenies,” “Barely Dead Crab Cioppino,” “Disap- 
pointed Dog Hamloaf” and “Beauty Shop Spaghetti.” 
Juanita is reputed to be the 300-pound Oklahoma- 
born former owner of Juanita’s Galley in Sausalito, 
where pigs, deer, 
monkeys and ducks 
ran through the din- 
ing room and where 
Juanita was known to 
occasionally scream 
“Eatit or wear it!” The 
only person who ac- 
tually heard this ral- 
lying cry is Sally 
Hayton-Keeva, who 
writes in the book: 
“Sometimes it meant 
that you were to clean 
your plate of its three 
pounds of prime rib, 
and sometimes it 
meant you were about 
to exit her premises 
crowned with a slab 
of ham or a ham- 
burger stuffed down 
your pants.” In fact, 
[a the cookbook is filled 
a with anecdotes and 
photos from Juanita’s 
checkered life, but 
Sally is still the only 
person we know who 
has actually sighted © 
Juanita in the flesh. This is her second Juanita 
book—the first was Juanita! The Madcap Adven- 
tures of a Legendary Restaurateur—and Sally has 
finally found a publisher she can live with: Joseph 
W. Keeva, head of Sagn Books in Bigfork, Montana, 
and, coincidentally, Sally’s husband. About the only 
way you re ever gonna see this book is to order it from 
your bookstore (ISBN 0-9626295-6-1) or send $12.95 
to: Sally Hayton-Keeva, Sagn Books, Swan Route, 


misfits Owell. 


Bigfork, MT 59911. 
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€ 
Ria Coyne, the 
most feminine of the fe- 
male stand-up comics, 
has been turning up 
lately in a lot of B mov- 
ies, including American 
Born, Corporate Affairs 
and Naked Obsession. 
She was also featured 
in Playboy’s June 1991 
“Funny Girls” pictorial 
as well as the last two 
editions of Playboy’s 
Book of Lingerie. But we 
know her best as host of 
the Los Angeles cable- 
access show Life in the 
Laugh Lane. 
€ 
When Jim Mitch- 
ell shot and killed his 
brother Artie Mitchell 
last year, the almost 
twenty-five-year reign 
of the Mitchell Brothers 
as the classiest pornog- 
raphers in America 
came toa sorry end. The 
Mitchell Brothers The- 
ater, called “the Disney- 
land of sex” by no less an 
authority than Hunter 
S. Thompson (a friend 
of the Mitchells), went 
temporarily dark. Hun- 
dreds turned out for 
Artie’s funeral, includ- 
ing X-rated superstar 
Marilyn Chambers, who was best known as the 
“Ivory Snow girl” when the Mitchell brothers talked 
her into doing the classic Behind the Green Door in 
1971. (It eventually grossed $50 million.) And the 
best article on this legacy that we’ve seen so far is in 
a tiny zine called Obscure Publications & Video, 
published by Jim Romenesko out of Milwaukee. As 
its name implies, the zine reviews weird under- 
ground publications and films like Doin’ Time in 
Times Square, Charlie Ahearn’s home video of 
what goés on outside the window of his apartment. 
Sound boring? Not if your apartment is located at 
43rd Street and Eighth Avenue in New York City, 
the biggest sex-and-drugs bazaar in the world. The 
ten-pager, published on no set schedule, is a bargain 
at $5 for five issues, payable to: Jim Romenesko, 
Obscure Publications & Video, P.O. Box 1334, Mil- 
waukee, WI 53201. . 
€ 
We would never have known there were such 





Ria Coyne chokes her chicken. 
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drinks as “Diet Moun- 
tain Dew,” “Mountain 
Dew Sport” or “Diet 
Mountain Dew Sport” if 
it weren’t for Dan Tay- 
lor, barely able to con- 
trol himself as he rages 
against the company 
that tried to make the 
classic Mountain Dew 
“better” by changing the 
labels, changing the for- 
mula, and introducing 
the above-mentioned 
blasphemies. “You 
know,” Dan writes in a 
recent issue of his zine 
Exploitation Retrospect, 
“I remember a kinder, 
gentler time when the 
only people who drank 
Dew were psychos, film 
freaks, late night college 
djs, and computer pro- 
grammers. Taste 
schmaste! We all knew 
that the Dew packed a 
wallop no other soft 
drink could match— 
17.4 per cent more caf- 
feine than any Coke 
product, 40 per cent 
more than Pepsi. Taco 
Bell was the only fast- 
food joint that served it. 
179 calories. Forty-four- 
plus milligrams of sugar 
per twelve fluid ounces. 
And ‘fluid’ is a pretty 
kind way to describe the syrupy, radioactive-urine- 


green reanimation juice that was stored in those 


hippy-dippy green cans! ... Deep in my heart of 
hearts I knew what the real target market was for 
the drink—students and others with too much to do 
and not enough hours in the day. Those of us who 
needed the colossal pick-me-up that Dew provided 
without the thunderous crash pharmaceutical ex- 
perimentation often brought. I knew that, yes, the 
Dew was a cruel mistress who was apt to turn on you 
and transform your insides into an anvil of flesh and 
blood that would churn for hours. I knew the risks, 
but I was not about to abandon my beverage of 
choice.” If you want to join Dan’s campaign against 
PepsiCo, the culprits who changed the Dew formula, 
or if you just want to read his usually intelligent 
essays on the world of exploitation films, send for his 
little sixteen-page quarterly, at the bargain rate of 
$4 a year, payable to: Dan Taylor, P.O. Box 1155, 
Haddonfield, NJ 08033-0708. 


Joe Bob fesses up about “the name thing”... 


At Last It Can Be Told 


eople ask me, “Joe Bob, is your name really Joe 
Bob?” 

And I always have to fess up. I wasn’t born “Joe 
Bob.” I’m the first person in human history to be 
named “Joe Bob” by choice. 

And then they say, “So how’d you choose that 
name anyhow?” 

And so I thought I’d explain it once and for all, for 
everybody who’s curious. 

I chose the name becomes it sounds Southern, it 
sounds poor, and it sounds like it comes from an 
uneducated background. In other words, I chose a 
name that I thought everyone could feel superior to. 
Because, like it or not, there’s a deep ingrained 
prejudice in America against people from the South, 
people who are poor, and people who have no educa- 
tion. 

And then I just started saying all the things I 
would normally say anyway, making jokes about 
everyone and everything, taking on any and all 
comers, but, because I have the name “Joe Bob,” it 
became very easy to spot the bigots. They’re the ones 
who don’t listen to what I say. They just say, “Con- 
sider the source—it’s a guy named ‘Joe Bob.” 

And this is fine with me—because, once you're 
kissed off as beneath contempt by all the fine up- 
standing bigots (many of whom are “liberals,” by the 
way), then you end up with an audience of people 
who don’t care about names. They’re the real liberal 
thinkers. They’re listeners, not judgers. 

I get these letters all the time: “Why do you pick 
on women?” “Why do you pick on minorities?” “Why 
do you pick on Anita Hill?” (In fact, I got a mountain 
of Anita Hill letters, just because I said that Anita 
oughta start filing those sexual harassment com- 


plaints a little quicker than ten years down the road. ) 
“Why are you homophobic?” (I don’t even know what 
“homophobic” means.) 

But the fact is, I don’t pick on anybody. 

Lemme correct that. I pick on everybody. I puta 
machine gun up on a swivel and hit thirty different 
targets, without regard to any political opinion. This 
is what drives people crazy. They want me to have a 
political point of view. They keep trying to figure out 
what my political point of view is. 

Listen to me: I don’t have any political opinions. 
None. Zero. Nada. 

I just think what human beans do to one another 
is very funny. 

So, I put the machine gun up on the swivel, and 
about one in thirty people will scream. Whenever 
somebody screams, I fire at em thirty more times. 

That’s how you identify the sacred cow, then 
execute the sacred cow. 

The people who scream are the people who say, 
“You can joke about them. I understand that. But you 
can’t joke about these helpless people.” And by “help- 
less people,” they mean the particular interest group 















they represent—somebody who’s been wronged, or 
abused, or hurt in the past. 

And what they don’t realize is that we’re all 
helpless. We’re all a lot less powerful and in control 
and together than we think. That’s what makes us 
funny. 

And nobody is more helpless than “Joe Bob.” In 
New York City, for example, all I have to do is tell 
people the name, and they not only laugh, they go 
into a mocking, fake Southern drawl. 

I don’t get mad, even though I’m from the South 
and I don’t think the way we talk is particularly 
funny. 

They find my behavior funny. 

I find their behavior funny. 

We're even. 

That’s why I’m Joe Bob. When you start on the 
bottom rung, you can’t really be insulted. From down 
here where I look at everything, you enjoy yourself 
more. 


Vi, Drive-In Theater’Zy 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

July 11: Wings Hauser is Joe Bob’s guest as “Macho Man 
Month” continues. The first feature is Hostage, 1987 Delta Force 
ripoff about African terrorists who hijack a plane carrying Wings’ 
wife (Nancy Locke) and son, who’s on his way to get a kidney 
transplant. With the help of his father-in-law, a retired colonel 
played by Kevin McCarthy, Wings assembles his old Vietnam 
squad, with the help of some Fort Bragg commandos, and they 
liberate the plane from the control of brutal fanatics led by a 
deranged woman played by Tulio Moneta. Also starring Karen 
Black as a soft porn actress trapped on the plane with her gay 
agent, Robert Whitehead. Three stars. (Second feature: L.A. 
Bounty: Wings does what he does best, as the pure-dee meanest bad 
guy in the movies, as a painter/drug dealer/murderer/mystic who 
likes to perform executions for the amusement of God. His co-star 
is Sybil Danning, as an ex-cop kicked off the force for excessive 
force, who goes after Wings for killing her partner. Three anda half 
stars.) 

July 18: Joe Bob’s buddy Miles O’Keeffe keeps “Macho Man 
Month’ rolling along, starting off with Cartel, an action flick about 
a pilot (Miles), wrongly imprisoned for a drug deal, who breaks out 
of jail to kung-fu the bad guys, restore his name, meet up with his 
girlfriend, and then break back into prison so he won’t be pros- 
ecuted for escaping. Some of the most realistic beatings ever seen 
in the movies. Three stars. (Second feature: Tarzan, the Ape Man, 
the movie that launched Miles’ career, wearing nothing but a 
loincloth in the immortal Bo Derek version of Tarzan. Miles got 
fourth billing, after Cheetah. He'll talk about it, whichis more than 
he was allowed to doin the movie, because he was also the first non- 
speaking Tarzan. Also starring Richard Harris, who screams all 
his lines. One star.) 

July 25: Robert Forster is Joe Bob’s special guest, rounding 
out “Macho Man Month.” This veteran leading man not only starred 
in, but directed tonight’s opening feature, Hollywood Harry, a 
comedy about a down-on-his-luck private eye who gets so drunk he 
wakes up in bed with 300-pound women who have paid him $5 for 
his services. His bachelor life starts to change when his 14-year-old 
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niece, played by Forster’s daughter Kathrine Forster, shows up, 
fancying herself his “partner”—and ultimately saving him from a 
millionaire redneck hog-farming client. Also starring Joe Spinell 
as Robert’s sarcastic partner, and Shannon Wilcox as his bomb- 
shell secretary. Very funny writing and performing, especially the 
work between the two Forsters. Four stars. (Second feature: 
Peacemaker, one of the all-time best movies ever shown on Joe 
Bob’s Drive-In Theater, a space-alien super-cop stunt movie about 
two starmen attempting to blow holes in each other’s brains 
because one of them is a cop and the other one is a serial killer from 
another planet. Caught in the middle is Hilary Shepard, who 
can’t decide which one—either Lance Edwards or Robert 
Forster—to sleep with. Robert Davi is a human cop trying to 
figure out what’s going on. Twisted Metal Jubilee. Four stars.) 

August 1: The entire month of August is the annual “Movie 
Channel Challenge,” in which The Movie Channel doesn’t repeat 
a single film, and ends up showing more than 420 pictures. Drive- 
In Theater begins the month with Last Call, a 1990 thriller starring 
William Katt as a businessman trying to get back at two brutal 
crooks, Joseph Campanella and Matt Roe, who duped him, and 
Shannon Tweed as the beautiful erotic “performance artist” who 
has her own reasons for wanting revenge on those guys. Includes 
a sex scene between Roe and the always-young Stella Stevens. 
Two stars. (Second feature: Party Incorporated) 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Pymatuming Drive-In in Andover, Ohio, 
still plays double features seven nights a week, 
uses the real hook-on-the-window speakers in- 
stead of radio sound, and sponsors the biggest flea 
market in town every Sunday. Brian Johnson of 
Greenville, Pennsylvania reminds us that, with 
eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 


EVEN 
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HAD 
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SPEND HIS ENTIRE 

__LIFESAVINGSON 


VHS 
copies 
only 
$15.95 
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postpaid 
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There’s another term for “rounding up the inside traders” . . . 


Nailing the Wall Street Scum 


ere’s a topic to make your eyes glaze over: 
Insider Trading. 

Every week there’s new stuff in the paper about 
it. [try to understand this stuff. I really do. Last week 
they nailed seven more guys, including Martin Rev- 
son, of Revlon cosmetics fame, and Edward Downe 
Jr., a New York social bigwig who was head of an 
investment bank called Bear Stearns. Ever since 





Michael Milken and Ivan Boesky, there’s heen a 
couple thousand of these indictments, it seems like. 

So I got a few questions about it myself: 

1. If there were this many guys involved, in this 
many top American companies, then it seems like at 
least some of them must have thought it was okay. 
Obviously, it’s been going on in a big way since 
around 1980, and the SEC is just now starting to get 
it all cleaned up. And you could understand if it was 
just one or two crooks, or even a dozen. But when 
something gets this big, you have to wonder: 

Was there some general unwritten agreement 
among these guys that, “Oh, what the hell, insider 
trading—it’s not like it’s a real crime”? 

It’s kind of like jaywalking in New York City. 
The first time you do it, you feel a little guilty. But 
after you see thousands of other people doing it, you 
finally think, “Oh, what the hell, if I don’t step in 
front of the traffic, he will, so what the hell—here 


goes nothing.” And pretty soon you're a veteran 
jaywalker, and it just seems like a part of life. It 
doesn’t even seem like a crime anymore. 

Is this what happened to these guys, because it’s 
the only thing I can figure out. 

2. If they really did steal millions of dollars, then 
why should we put: them in “white-collar” prisons? 

Even the very best bank robber is gonna get— 
what?—maybe $500,000, ifhe’s really lucky. 
A great burglar can clear a million if he hits 
the right house. But it seems like the /ess 
money you steal, the more time you spend 
in jail, and the worse jail you spend it in. A 
lot of 7-11 robbers only get twenty bucks, 
but those are the guys pulling fifty-year 
sentences at Attica. These “insider trading” 
guys steal three, four million—much more 
in the cases of Boesky and Milken—and 
they’re likely to get two years in a recre- 
ational prison that looks like a college dor- 
mitory. 

Ifthey really did steal that much money, 
I say send em to the Big House. 

3. Why don’t we call em by their real 
names? 

These are guys that, by manipulating a 
stock or a pension fund or some other finan- 
cial instrument, are literally robbing wid- 
ows and orphans. There are people in nurs- 
ing homes whose money is affected by this 
kind of manipulation. There are estates, 
trusts, credit unions, pension funds, mu- 
tual funds, money market funds—all kinds 
of accounts set up specifically for farmers in 
Iowa, single mothers in San Antonio, forklift opera- 
tors in Mobile—people working so hard that they 
don’t have the time to watch every move some guy in 
a Wall Street office makes, in order to protect the 
money they’ve spent a lifetime saving. 

You rob these people, and you are a much lower 
breed of scum than the average 7-11 robber. The 7- 
11 robber might have a weapon, but the guy behind 
the counter might have a weapon, too—and the 
robber has to be brave enough to go in, face to face, 
and take the money. The “inside trader” has a much 
stronger weapon—namely, secrecy. He can commit 
the entire crime without anyone actually seeing him 
do it. And he doesn’t have to be brave at all, because 
the person he’s taking the money from doesn’t have 
any weapons, and he never has to face him anyway. 

These aren’t “inside traders.” They’re cowardly 
hoodlums. 

Get rid of em. 
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Dear Mr. Briggs, 


You nominated me for a Best Supporting Actor 
award once in Destroyer as the flako Rewipe and I 
thank you. My career took off! 

Thanks, all the best, 
Jim Turner 
Los Angeles 
Dear Jimbo: 
Sarcasm is never attractive. 


Dear Editor [KC Pitch]: 

I am writing in response to “Lower Education,” 
by Joe Bob Briggs. I strongly disagree with Joe Bob 
and his podunk reasoning on Lower Education. 

Did Joe Bob ever look at the reasons why kids are 
sent to junior colleges? For example, possibly the 
student’s parents could not afford to send their son 
or daughter to an out-of-state or in-state university. 
Possibly the student did not do too well in high school 
and the student’s parents wanted their son or daugh- 
ter to go to a junior college so that they might keep 
a closer eye on their son or daughter. If the student 
can prove to his parents that he or she is ready for a 
state school, then the parents will have more confi- 
dence in their son or daughter being away from 
home and at school. How can Joe Bob sit there and 
slam on junior college teachers when he was once 
one himself? Calling our math teachers weenies 
from Chico State, he feels as if they could not even 
get jobs as janitors at an Ivy League school. We have 
some of the best teachers in the nation at our junior 
college. Most of the professors at our school either 
already have or are working towards their doctor- 
ates. 

The teacher-to-student ratio at junior colleges is 
incredible. With a maximum of thiry-five students in 
a classroom, a teacher could work with every student 
that needed help within that class’s first frame. I feel 
that if I were a teacher at a state school, it would be 
hard to talk to all 175 students in my psychology 
class and answer their questions in depth. I defi- 
nitely do not know of any 19-year-old juvenile delin- 
quents that made a deal with ajudge that they would 
get back into school or go to jail at our junior college. 
You are right, we did used to dream about being 
millionaires. Now we dream about making one hun- 
dred thousand dollars straight out of college. 

Joe Bob, I bet when you taught at one of these 
junior colleges you were just a young writer that lost 
all his confidence in himself as a writer, and thought 
about throwing away your dream. Somehow I have 
a feeling that possibly one of your students might 
have inspired you to get back into writing. If ’'m 
wrong then I’m only wrong on one thing, unlike this 


Joe Bob's Advice 
to the Hopeless 


article you wrote on Lower Education—you were 
wrong on the whole thing. I feel that junior colleges 
are the best thing ever to have happened to the 
educational ladder and I hope that they keep ex- 
panding from city to city, and have the kind of 
teachers we have at our community college. 

Cord Zucht 

Overland Park, Kan. 
Dear Cord: 

Actually, the only thing my students ever tried to 

inspire me to do was eliminate the mid-term. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

You will be surprised to learn (I was) that the 
“little nekkid nympho Spanish” girl in Bolero was 
actually Olivia D’Abo, who plays Karen on The 
Wonder Years. Her appearance has changed and she 
did look Spanish in Bolero. 

Manfredo Vestucci 
Plainville, Mass. 
Dear Manfredo: 

So it was Olivia who uttered that immortal line, 
“I am ready, juicy, too!” 

I think it’s time we reminded her of it, don’t you? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

You are relentless. You really will take on any- 
thing. You are also theologically correct. I can’t 
conceive how the problems of the Catholic priesthood 
could be more thoroughly explored than you did in 
your column. 

As a former Catholic seminarian, and present 
human being of the male persuasion, I’ve had a life- 
long interest in the problems of the Catholic priest- 
hood and the arguments pro and con the vows and 
the issue of pope infallibility. You said it all better in 
a brief space than most of the lengthy scholarly 
articles I have read. 

Frank R. Williams 
Santa Clara, Calif. 
Dear Frank: 

Please tell your priest what you told me, because 
some of those guys are threatening to defenestrate 
me, or whatever you call it. Preciate it. 


Joe Bob, 

Your article about “dysfunctionality” made me 
laugh, so I cut it out to send to my terrific brother, 
Buzz, who lives in Dallas, too. Buzz puts out his own 
newsletter, for a Church of Christ Bible class in 
Irving, and will appreciate your point of view. Some- 
thing about your slant reminded me of the kind of 
thing Mauldin used to do in a World War II cartoon 
strip. Kind of a “The King has no clothes” sort of idea. 
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Chery] and I have alcoholics in our family. We’ve 
been going to meetings of a family support group 
called Al-Anon for over four years. We’ve probably 
heard more whining about what “They” have done to 
“Me” than most psychiatrists get in an average 
career ...and we don’t charge anything for listening. 
Your material, clearly, is not “conference approved” 
for use in an Al-Anon meeting, but my buddies will 
love it. 

In this country today, the prevailing attitude is 
that nothing can possibly be my fault, so someone 
has to be found to take the blame for anything and 
everything that happens to me. We push the idea on 
others, we fight over it, and when we can’t convince 
you, we hire attorneys to make our case financially. 

By the way, the difference between an attorney 
and a catfish is that one is a mud-grubbing scum- 
sucker and the other, a fish. Of course, I don’t have 
an attitude on it... it’s their fault. I don’t intend to 
explain this again, Joe Bob. 

John Taylor 
Avila Beach, Calif. 
Dear John: 

You didn’t praise me enough. Now I’m depressed. 

It’s your fault. Send money. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

The recession has hit America pretty hard and 
now more than ever the country needs an icon, a 
symbol of itself. In the past, America has been known 
by such icons as Mickey Mouse, Captain America, 
James Dean, Richard Nixon, and the Fonz. Now it is 
time for a new symbol to emerge. Mr. and Mrs. 
America, and all the ships at sea, I give you Joe Bob 
Briggs. 

Most people in the civilized world look up to a 
man like Joe Bob Briggs. He is the common man, the 
everyman. More than that, though, he is perhaps 
one of the most articulate, out-spoken orators of our 
time. 

In acountry where money is the root of all ideals, 
Joe Bob is unafraid to turn a fast buck. Although he 
was unable to pioneer the 900 number (sources say 
aliens stole the idea from his brain and replaced it 
with pictures of naked women), Joe Bob still opened 
up his own 900 number in an attempt to compete 
with the money-making schemes that advertise so 
readily on late night cable television. 

Joe Bob speaks for the average Joe Bob Citizen. 
Others try to cloud the facts with talk of recession, 
depression, inflation, liberation, Dow Jones and the 
Gross National Product. Joe Bob cuts through the 
fog with the sword of Truth. Truth, as in liquor, 
hooters, major competitive sports championships, 
and really bad slasher movies. (There are no bad 
films, only bad theaters. ) 

I campaigned heavily for Joe Bob in ’88. (Actu- 


ally, I only mentioned it to a couple of drinking 


buddies, but I knew any more effort would mean a 


serious dereliction of important duties—like going to 
the movies.) Now I’m asking America to rally once 
more, and elect the man who could make a difference 
(if he wanted to), the man who could lead our Great 
Nation (to the edge of the Abyss). The man who made 
Home Grown Hooters a household word. 

America lift up your 32 oz. refillable Kwik Shop 
cups and toast: 

JOE BOB BRIGGS: 
THE MAN WHO FOR 1992 

Joe Bob Briggs is the man of the future, or maybe 
the past. Heaven knows he doesn’t belong in this 
time. Be that as it may, I think Joe Bob is the perfect 
choice for President. It’s time to return to those 
values of yesteryear when men were men, women 
were playthings and sheep were nervous. 

Help elect Joe Bob Briggs as President of the 
United States of America. Unless we do, the Ameri- 
can Male “Boozus Erectus” may be a vanishing 
breed. It would be a sad commentary on us if our 
descendants asked us, “Daddy, why does Mommy 
make you clean the kitchen while she’s at work?” All 
we could dois hang our heads in shame, and say, “Joe 
Bob didn’t get elected.” 

Kevin E. Wohler 
JBB Party Delegate-Kansas 
Overland Park, Kan. 


Dear Kevin: 

Since you put it that way—shoot, okay, I guess so 
... yeah! 

Mutant Power in 92! 





This Week's Contest 


Marsha McLaughlin of San Luis Obispo, Cali- 
fornia: “I have been trying to find a copy of the so- 
called ‘cult’ documentary film Superstar: The Karen 
Carpenter Story. It was done in 1987 by Brown 
University’s Todd Haynes. He ‘directed’ this film 
which was ‘acted’ out by defaced Barbie dolls, and 
supposedly it was given a screening in New York 
City to much critical acclaim. A few years back, 
videocassette copies of the film were being sold by 
the Amok Bookstore in L.A., but when I called they 
said they had sold out and would not be restocking. 
They gave me the name and address of the film’s 
distributor, which I’ve since lost along with the 
correspondence I had with them, but they basically 
denied ever distributing the film. Later, there was a 
rumor circulating that Richard Carpenter was very 
pissed with Superstar and sued Haynes. He purport- 
edly resented the fact that he was portrayed as a bit 
light in the loafers or artistically wimpy or whatever 
it was, and he hated the slant on the story and the 
way he felt his sister was defamed. Now, of course, 
vi a big-time Barbie fan, I am dying to see this movie 


or at the very least get your scoop on it.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the April 6 issue, Robert Watson of Shingle 
Springs, California asked: “What’s the name of the 
movie where the woman zombie hoses the dresses off 
the victims?” 

Only two people had the correct answer. The 
winner, by coin toss, was Dan Cziraky of Newark, 
New Jersey. Dan wrote: “It sounds like it might be 
The Dead Pit, but the scene where the girl gets her 
dress hosed off is actually a dream sequence (even 
though it’s the lead actress’ only nude scene). The 
Dead Pit has a great video box, though—a zombie 
crawling up out of the pit, and when you press the 
button on the box, its eyes flash green.” 

Our runner-up was Steve Johnston of Lisle, 
Illinois. 


Big Book Savings With 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are The Weird and get a copy of Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive- 
In for half price. Offer expires October 1, 1992. 


E) Yes, here’s $40.95 for a year’s subscription and Joe Bob 
Goes Back to the Drive-In—$75.95 in foreign countries. 
‘= Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


= Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 


Binders and Back Issues | 


Red binder with We Are The Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 


Every issue of We Are The Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. | 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on | 
them, but all are in good condition. Also, a few issues 

have sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. | 


Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 
on it. The back reads: 





“The drive-in will never die.” 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. 


Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first 
class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! 





| 
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$14.95 per binder/$24.95 fortwo  |_ 

| 

| 





The zombies at ais in The Dead Pit. 


One Year Subscription! 


Name 

Address 

City St... Ap 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 


Signature 


Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 
Bob's books, send order form to address below. 


Specify what you want Joe Bob to write in your 
book. He' uy write whatever you want. Really. 


& GUIBE TO 
WESTERR 
CIVILIZATION 





The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Evievs. $17. 95 ea. 
(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 


Name 

Address 

City ot ep 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC__ Visa___Exp.Date: 


Signature 


Make all checks payable to We Are The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
15 


Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Books 


“The most useful film book of the last ten 
years” says Joe Bob. The Bare Facts Video 
Guide, Second Edition. Locate your favor- 
ite actor or actress nude on video tape with 
this 450 page book. Send $12.95 (includes 
S&H) to: The Bare Facts, P.O. Box 3255, 
Santa Clara, CA 95055-3255. 
Illiterature: Made-To-Fit Fiction for the 
Maladjusted. “Moe Howard Died For Our 
Sins,” “The Dirtiest Words in the World,” 
and 18 other hysterical stories from Amer- 
ica’s small press. 124-page paperback, $5, 
Twin Rivers Press, POB 119-W, Ellenton, 
FL 34222. 

e 
Big list of rare film buff books. Send SASE 
for list. William Perkins, 130 South Avenue, 
Marietta, GA 30060. 


Fan Clubs 


Traci Lords—Price Guide, Bibliography, 
Filmography, and magazine appearances. 
Full color promo with first 100 orders. Paul 


Hugli, 9440 Nichols, Bellflower, CA 90706. 


Fanzines 


Gore Gazette—“The Granddaddy Of All 


Fanzines!” 12 years old and still going 
strong—The Rev. Rick Sullivan is guaran- 
teed to offend everyone! $1.50 for a sample 
to 469 Hazel Street, Clifton, N.J. 07011. 
The Door is the world’s largest and oldest 
(uh ... admittedly only) Christian humor 
and satire magazine. $22.95/year. Six is- 
sues. 1-800-827-1746. 1565 Cliff Road #3- 
450, St. Paul, MN 55122-9956. 

Roger Fnord series. Very kinky, lip-smack- 
ing, for voracious readers only. Watch Jesse 
Helms wad his jockeys encountering this 
one! Mutant sex! $1.75 plus free catalog! 
Yendie Boox Publishing, Inc. P.O. Box 18679, 
Indianapolis, IN 46218. Age statement. 


Bikini Girl Magazine. Strange. Silly. Kinky. 
Always ‘pink. $10 payable to Lisa B. 
Herskovits plus age statement. P.O. Box 
319, NYC 10009-0319. 

Blue Suede News—“House Organ of the 
Church of Rock’n’Roll.” Subscription $7 (4 
issues)—sample $2. Box 25, Duvall WA 
98019. 

Real Stuff comics #1-7, $2.25 each plus 75 
cents per order. Real Stuff, 2318 2nd Av- 
enue #1131, Seattle, WA 98121. 

. ® 

Screwjob Finish—Satirical pro-wrestling 
fanzine which manages to offend, insult, 


outrage and ridicule everybody in the busi- 
ness. $2.50/30 pages. Write Vic Stanley at 
P.O. Box 176, Lafayette, IN 47902-0176. 
Murder Can Be Fun—tThe fanzine of death 
and disaster. $1.25 to John Marr, Box 
640111, San Francisco, CA 94109. 


Miscellaneous 


Campus Cuties! Lovely student bodies in 
swimsuits, lingerie, and nude! Sample pho- 
tographs and brochure $5! LLL, 204 Gil- 
bert, Monroe, LA 71203. 

“Traci Lords Film Festival” t-shirts. Souve- 
nir from the first and only. 100% cotton 
Beefy-T’s. Black on jade. Send $15 plus $3 
shipping and handling to Hypermedia Pro- 
ductions, 5711 Marquita Avenue, Dallas, 
TX 75206-6111. 


900 Numbers 


Love life a mess? Need direction? Talk live 
to a professional psychic astrologer at The 
Voice of Astrology, 1-900-370-1185, $1.95 
per minute, 18+. 


Video Sales 


Campfire Tales starring Gunnar “Leather- 
face” Hansen! Available in video stores now! 
Praised by Joe Bob, Psychotronic Video and 
Gore Gazette. 
Nudist Colony of the Dead video. Not just 
another toe-tapping musical-comedy-hor- 
ror extravaganza! $34.95 1-800-428-4029. 
V/MC. 

& 
Vampire Trailer Park. Write for the gory 
details. Cinemondo Productions, c/o Pat 
Moran, 3203 Minnesota Avenue, Winter 
Park, FL 32789. 


Wanted on VHS 


Monique Gabrielle’s appearance on Enter- 
tainment Tonight, week of April 19-24. Also, 
information on Emanuelle 5 starring 
Monique. Fellow fans, collectors, fan club 
info or anyone who knew her in her home 
town of Denver. Write Mr. Randy Hook, 
R.R. #1, Sydenham, Ontario, Canada KOH 
2TO0. 


1 Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! a 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 

forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
| The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
| will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 


| Ad Copy 


| Section 
| Name 


| 
| 
| 
Run the ad a second time at half price! | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O: Bex 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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